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Spring Cleaning
When we clear our clutter, we make space for what really matters.

WICE A YEAR, m,v husband and
I embark on the Creat Schlep.
Every spring, we pack up our

stuff, lug the boxes to the storage unit,

and move from our spacious winter

rental into a two-room cabin. Every fall,
we drag the boxes back out, knowing
ful l  wel l  we' l l  have to pack everything
up again the fol lowing summer.

What is al l  this stuff? Aside from
essent ia ls l ike warm winter gear and
oardeninp rools there are a few trea-
sures: a couple of photo albums, a huge
blue potluck bowl made by a beioved
fr iend, a few cherished books and CDs,
the soup pot,  a favor i re sweater.
Al though the rest  o[  i t  is  mosr ly bag-
gage, I  can't  seem to part with i t .  Nor do
i  ever f ind t ime to sort  i t  out ,  to "go

through i t , "  so to speak.
I could say the same of my mental

baggage. Along with the few treasures
and necessi t ies,  I  carry a head ful l  of
useless beliefs, a secret stash of negativ-
i ty.  The nor ion that I 'm nor "good

enough," lor instance, no longer f i ts; r ts
too small. But I cart it around like a pair
of l ime-green hip-huggers I 'd never
even wanr ro squee:e back into.  My
worn-out frets and worries accumulate
until my heart sags under the weighr.

Sn rxrhrr  r in I  r l ino r^ 
- . ,  

n l r r t tot""  ' ' , ' /
inside and out? Its sa[e. Immobilized by
ciutter, I never have ro decide, to make
hard or scary choices,  about what I
p4n1-2nd des'1 qr2n1-in my l i fe,
whether it's an objecr, a relationship, or
an att i tude.

The essential tasks, however, have
a way of resurfacing no matrer how fuil
i pack mv iife. Thev can take rhe mosr

rnnocuous forms. A clutter-clearing
book that has been circulat ing among
fr iends recently came to me at a part1, I

tucked i t  inside a picnic cooler so I
wouldn' t  lose i t .  and then forgot the
cooler.  I t  sat  there a week. When I

brought the book home, I  lost i t .

Tlre

essent ia l  tasks

[rave a rrvay

of resurfacing

no nilatter

hour full

I  pack rny l i fe,

Last weekend while I  was looking
for something else, I  started a small
avalanche oI books and magazines tum-
bl ing lrom a shelf onto the sofa.
Underneath it all was the clutter-ciear-
ing book. Reluctantiv, I  opened i t .  "Surr

with something smal1," it said, "a drawer
or a shelf." I chucked the caulogs (we11,

al l  but one) into the recycl ing bin and
did the same with all of the magazines-
except the two I must read.

Clearing that i i t t le shelf heartens
me. The boxes are next. I'd be lying if i
said I 'm looking lorward ro tackl ing
them hrr t  i t 'c  r ime to start  golng
through my things. I'm tired of tnpping
over the junk that gets in my way, and I

don'! want to car! it around forever.

ln going rhrough my stuf l .  I  want

to unearth some answers to this ques-

t ion: what is the "good l i fe," and what

do we need to live it? What do I really

want? Alreadl ' ,  as I start si f t ing in my

mind, I  see that most o[ what i  need to

thrive can't be contained in a box, any-
way A loving l i fe at home. Closeness
with family and fr iends. A chance to

give something of myself.  Meaningful
work. Clean air and water. Wildness.

Celebrarion. Sol irude.
I struggle to make room for these

treasures because my internal clutter is
forever threatening to crowd them out
of  my l i fe.  There's my messy heap o[
gui l ty "shoulds," a musty box of ratt l ing
fears, a tangle of self-doubts worn

through at the knees. I  need to touch
each one of  these, br ing them ro the
light to see them for that they really are:
a bunch of useless junk. I 've got some
cave cleaning to do, as a friend says, and
now's the season.

And this summer, my husband and
I will move into the house we're build-
ing. Before we settle in, we're planning
to hold a major yard sale. The deals will

be great because we're releasing all the
stuff we no longer need, which is most
of i t .  In al l  ways, I  want to enter our
new home carrying as litrie as possible.

That way my arrns and heart will be free
for whatever comes next.  
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POW=R PLAYS

A Green SLIV
TIRED OF YOt R FORD Erplor. : rs I7 nr i les p. ' r  gal lon?
How' does a 99-mile-per-gallon SU\i sound-' 'r ith better
^. .^- l -  . - r ,*-^- . t  ^  t - - -^-  r r r . loa, j t  T\ , ,n r , . r r rnpy1 AUtOmO_L-a5t l>dtcL\ atru a rdrSct Pd\IuaLt:  tL l l t l  \uuL trL-\ l

hi la ihorr ld he a l - l r -n.- .^ar norvereC bv a hr,dropen luci  cel ] .

Running far nore eif icie nth ihan tocia.-s h. 'br id cars.
rhr Flr ,n: : -c:r  corr l r i  r :x15fcrm rhe tradi t ior . ; .a1 u 'avs of
h,-rrh dccionin:  , r r rd h":rr : -  -*  ' - i - ' .  I t> ther rD 6i ,n .  L l l rLLl lS Jr l  , lUi t r l l lUUl la

brarncl-r i lC of -{mon'Lorins of rhe Rocky Nlounrain lnsri-

tute.  and al l  oI  the technologi t - .  rcquired to producc i t

are aireadv tn use. lncorporared rn Iq9S. Hrpcrcar,  1nc.

boasts an ach,isorv board thar includes design. rcsearch.

and cngincer '1no cxler[s f rom Ford.  Fiai .  and General-"_ _ 'c"__ ">' ' ' l '

lv lo io is.

t ) l iar  m.avhe rhe Hrlercai  u 'on i  be vour r lcxt  car.  but"" '^ '  " . ' f

l  \  n rr  r l lp rr  , r  Thn '^mn.nv ic coino Ip , ,1-16-[p-, ' l  . " .1 "i .eau-\d>r\(  |

rn rhc marketpl . icc a-.  car lv as fJ0>. l icensrno- i rs desi 'qn
'--- l  *^---  ' r " ' - "  - : - - ' - - - ,cess to estab' l ishcd auromakers.Jiru rLrdl lu lJ( tu i  t l IY i ,L t l

Tl- iats r.r 'hcn industr l  expe r ls project Lhat fuei-ccl l  tech-
, . . .1. . . , ,  , ,  i . .  L , , .  

-  
l - .  l rno, , r r  rn:rnr i " , . , . , . l .nr-rr i r r  r r r i l lr r " tusr.  nr l rLr l  u>(:  r t \uru5: l l  iu l r l { 'uur(  ct ! rL l r !

hcqin to ccr l rpete e:onornical lv * ' i th gasoi ine-[ i red
cn rnrcq Tlrr ' f r r r l - i , ' l  ;  r l r rs i rons:  ' . \ t tcr .

This augurs a relolutronarv sh' i l t - \4 'h ich is u 'hv
u.--  - -^-  -^*^.r  -  . . -  ' i r11.r ' rn .1r , .  i icr-olrr r i , r - r  CarbonI  l iLJciLJL l la i l lcu lL> . .1! j \ (  L\Pc Lr lc l \L!Li lLLLLvt l

dioxide ernrssions f icrn , i rner ican autos couid drop bt
tu io th i rds.  and oth.r  a i tcrnat ive uses of  fuel  cel ls u. iL l
] - .  ' - . ,  , ; . '1.1, '  l - . .^ , -a i r .  in:rc."^ . ,1^nr ' ' f . .n( _arnc v l t lDtc.  In13grnL. . .  .  . . " - . - ,  . . . .  l r13 \ - \ tur

housc vu, i th vour car ai  n lghi l  Or sel l ing po\\er back to
the gr id

"Hrpcrcars cor.r ld rnicr producl icn rn f ir  e r eers. dorr i-
inate the n-rarket rn len. and the old q.av of rnakir-rg cars
coulc l  be toast in a 'oout iu 'enrr-  \ ' .ars, '  Lovins to ld the
Assoctated Press lasi fal l .  \ i i le Ie re,olut ion!

-Todd R. Nel-son

Thc 'dtpercar Relcr i i i r ion is dcsiglcC to achi . t t  c i i  rc cr lu i r ' . r -
Ient  o i  n inct^,  - t r i r r f  r r r r lss t - icr  r l i i i lon b-r  Lrs ing " i  i i .g/rrcr :

i I ( . rad. \ ' t lun"Lic i t  l l_r  sor.hist ic r t i : l  l ror l l  crnd 
"r i r  c l l i i r - ic  motr t r

por{ ,cr . ' ( i  , t r  n hr i j r , r , jcn i i ie l  rc l l .

www.hypercar.com
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A grcot w.r,], to gef clear cn tthat's importailf is tdlh a\)er tca,
ul.,ich Jamiar, rViorehousc it",,-ited Jriads to d.o each vantctl

cqufircx. Todo; 'r'cr traditiotl coniinucs.

Tf iY THIS AT } IOME

Tea fcr T'wo. . .MilLiore?
IN I9.q6 JA\,11EN \ '1OREFIO-LSE jnvir.eci a hunclred \\ 'olren to
io in l r" -  lor  r , 'a on rhe vc:ral  c, ]u inox ihe scnt thcnt cach tuo
Irra b: lqs , rnd esi .ed thcr-  '  '  - :  ^^ I  ; ' -  t thcr f r rcnd at  *
' r  ar  .n \1"reF ra- ro r  onmi '  oursclves to a so- inr t i tne o[

rc lu l rnauon and good humor,  and a l i iet ime oI  peace..  . . "
'The norron u 'asnt that  people had r , '33t  togcih(:  ph\ 's i -

cal iy," sai 's longtime fr ienc tr{an'Amon: "but ihat thev rvou}d
o.rr l_,  :  c imr: l t . . .nrr<l .  aairc i  r rmp end <n t , 'c  '

The tea became an annual  nre.  Al though Morehouse dred of

canc.r  in 1.v99. her tea t :adrt ion (ont inrrei .  spreaJino- quic l l \ .

For l i icnds. i ts a t ime Io honor her rvav ol  " i i \ ' lng del iberatei l " ' ;
for  s i r - ingers ar the Women's Fund cf  \erv Hampshirc l rst
- - - ' ' .  '  ' l r . ' .^-  ^ "-^- . l  

. . i  l  
-orr .hn.  

i , r . . , .n-c.  <irr ino nrr iar l r :>PlrrL; .  rL \ \J> a \vulruc.  _\ . r r . i r :  qulL.r \

Logerter.  crert ing comlr  ln i t \ ' .  r  nd enha:cing Lhe larger corn-
munl i r ' . ' '  savs the funcis Execut ive Director lv lar tha

Cunningham.
jan-iren Nlorebouse \\ 'as an art ist.  w-i fe. mother of four sons,

and ccrnmunitv act ivist e\traordinaire in Rockport.  Nlaine. She
sei:ed upon any chance to bui ld communitv or !o cleaie abun-
drnce :rorn i r -asre.  g iv ing f - iends mi i tens,  lor  insrance. thar
she d kni t  f rom recvcjed Saivar ion Armv swearers.  In I99I  a
Rtt<<i : :  i r , ' r . ino-nrneessiru vecccl  enehorad in Pan,rh<enr Rer '' ' '  ' " 'b

anci ihe U.S. Coast Guard forbade ihe men on board to corre
35hsi ;s- fy1 lv lorehouse rvanted to send a more lvelcoming
mpqi2oc (hp rc l -p. l  f r ,er" ! -  ^-  l  ^L, , ,^L "^ hoL-o nia< cn;. , , - - . " : " .  Lr .L! lu>Jt iuLl iu lLt lSluuP>Lu,/aNLprL)arru

delivered do'ens to the ciew.
' ' I  bel ieve that some ct  rhe wor ld s grealcsr problcnrs ha'e

hoen <,r lvor i  hv rvnm.rr  c i : : inu at  l r r te hen r :h]r< r i r inL' ino tpr  "

Nloreirouse \vroie to an e ' .  er-rv idening circ le Ln lvtarch 1993,
se\.en vears ai te i  her f i rsr  iea invi tat ion.  '  iT]he ski l ls  o ikeepers
oi  hoines anci  nurturers oi  chi ldren are ihe ski l ls  rvhich'"v i l l
u l : i i : :atc lv hr i ; r ' :  r  sensc of  lovc a:rd c l r inr ' ro t i re wor ld.

\ \  cm, : t :  ; ; - iorr i i t -s . r re ! l r i la l  pr ior i t t r ' : . '

. l . l  J r. t ' l - t .  on r-he f irst iav oi spring. \ \rednesdarl Vlarch 20,

Hrrr. js sraff - ,vi l l  sLep arvav from the aitcrnoons busr,-ness and

ral i t  e cun oi tc; l  in the soi; tr  suggested b1'Jamien Nlorehouse.

\\ ' i i i  l t ru join rrsi  ?lcase . -rr ' . .1 do bring . l  t lendl -LF
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Sornet i rnes i t  takes sorTteone vvi th nothing

to teach the true nature of  g iv ing-

by Alexander Chee

T BEGAN COOKING for the homeless because I was
t -
I  angry at lhem.

I'd been living in New York for six years, working as

a waiter, a freelance writer, and a writing teacher while
T wrore mrr nnvcl  Thaf meani:  Serving steakS and

scotches to businessmen at high speed, either in the

middle of the day or late into the night, or both. Writ-

ing anything people wouid 1et me put into print,  such

as articles about plant theft and the carving o[ a turkey.

And teaching people who wondered why I was teach-

ing writing if I hadn't yet managed to publish a book. I
wrote in the few hours left, sometimes on my waiter

pad and often on the F rrain, which carried me between
work and my apartment in Park Slope.

The trains were where I saw the homeless the most. I

would watch them on the platform or pushing through

the crowded trains, looking angry somerimes, dejected

others. The sight of one guy I passed every day haunted

me; the bare stumps of his legs sticking off his wheel-

chair were a rebuke to my resentment. But still it grew:

I resented the horrible smeli  of someone who hadn't

washed for weeks greeti.ng me as I boarded the train,

like a very oid smelly sneaker pressed suddenly into my

face. I hated the urine pooled under a bench, running

toward my shoe when the train moved aiong. And I felt

hostile when, after working every hour of the day and

night, I would see someone holding a cup out, Iooking

angry at me for v/-ithholding my "spare" change. Add to

this my resentment toward the City of New York, the

state, and the federal government, for taking a third of

my earnings to sewe up policies that put these people
on mv rrain too ofren i l l  r rnrreafed and withoutv rr  ! r r /

prospecs. Clearly 1 was lost on the issue and disl iked

myself, io boot, for the stinginess and anger that, after

all my defensiveness, I knew were wrong.

In February 2000 I 'd begun attending a Unitarian

Universalist church, where they asked me to beiieve not

in the miracles of Christ as much as the erhical teach-

ings of Bible stories. "Don't be in church i f  you can feed

the homeless,"  lvas how i t  was pul  to me. And so I

decided to cook off my anger at lvlonday Night Hospi-

tality for the Homeless at A11 Souls Church, If I could

run steaks for the nch, I told myself, I'd run meatloaf

for the poor. I cieaned the fridge that first Monday and,

after two months, s/as entrusted with the shopping and

menu planning. Then a cook left to start a family' and I

stepped in.

While I was proud of the responsibility, amazingly'

my anger had deepened-but, I began to understand it

was no[ at rhe homeless so much as at my life in New

York Ciry. By Apn1, my six years of work and sacrifice

had brought me this fruit: nventy-three rejection let-

ters. Wirh the lasr one, my agenl at the t ime sent a

column from the New Yorh Times about how people

weren't buyrng gay fiction, publi.shers or readers, and

she asked me to withdraw the book from consideration.

She also asked me !o move forward wlth writing my

next novel, which wouidn't, that I could yet see, have

any gay characters. Be yourseLf , but don't was lhe mes-

sage of it ail. in the light of this, my whole life began to

feel wrong, as i f  every step had been a misstep' As

everythrng else I'd been certain of feli on failure, I mis-

trosi"d rhe prlde I fek in my new responsibility, as if

even that would prove somehow faulty

March/Apri l  2002 '  HOPE



Easter came. I  lvent lo church

and prayed to know: was my work

to create an audience, my attempt

to be a gay writer on my lerms,
o' ,o.  rhp fae r  nf  hcino oa -  - -  ^11

o- / -wu> atr

this really wrong? "Ro11 back the
qrone "  rhe minis ier  said that
morning, speaking of  the stone
rolled back lrom Jesus' lomb. "In
r rnrrr  l i fe rnl l  hael lhp stone."

Sure, I  thought as I  sat  there,

resigned. I'Il get right on that. I'll

get this stone ight ot'f my heart.

The nexr da,v, I returned to the

church to cook dinner. Each Nlon-

dav we fed setenty-two people.

our seating capacitY, and we had

to do i t  with just 5150. 1 don't  remember what 1 made'

except that I had ro beat instant mashed potatoes by hand

(we couldn't  alford a beater). enough for 144 Port ions so

that we could serve seconds. As I whipped lhe potatoes,

no one seemed to knov/ how to do one thing that night.

The sound of my name interrupted me endlessly: "Alex.

i .s this.. .?" "AIex, is that.. .?" "Aiex..." "Alex..." Outside' a

few people were saying unkind things about the food. In

the stainless steel klrchen, I  was sweating, alternating

between extremes of anger and sadness. lf I wasn't any

good as a wrirer, I wanted at least to have this go nght.

But even that desire felt suspect, not the point of feeding

the homeiess . \Yhat's wrongwit'h me? I asked, walking out

of the kitchen, needing a break from the confused volun-

As I stepped into the dining room, I overheard a vol-
unteer saying io another, "Yeah, she tned to give me an
egg, too. ick. No idea where that's from!" As they
laughed, I lek ashamed of being one oI them.

I came upon a homeless woman the senior volunteers
called Crazy Nlarge, although I am sti l i  not sure rvhy.
Marge is German, a srout-bodied redhead going white.

She keeps her hair up in a loose bun underneath a hat of

some kind, varying wirh the season, and wears house

d.resses, orthopedic shoes and, often, white hose That

evening, 1 knew her only as an exemplar of plate scrap-

ing, soLeone who occasional ly helped us ciean up the

dining room and who always took food for women who

couldn't  leave rhe shelter because of their chl ldren' I

could see rhat there $/as a l ime when she had had a

kirchen and a home and was proud of the way she kept

both.
Marge stood in {ronr of me. "Cook?" she asked'

"Yes," I said.
"Can i  give you something?" She smrled and rocked

forward and back on her heels, like a grrl' holding che

edges of her dress, one arrn behlnd her'
isrlr.," I said, thinking I knew what was nexr' 1 could

see how she just wanted the chance io glve something, to

receive the leel ing of giving something' She pul led a

pink-dyed egg irom behind her back, and it giowed there

in her hand.
"For you, ' '  she said. "HuPpy Easter '  Cook'"

There it was: my stone. She'd made lt light enough for
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me to hold in my hand. I almost burst
our laughing as I took it from her. As I
looked at it and rolled its weighr in my
paim, I f lelt the hard part oI me begin ro
break up. I didn't ask where the egg was
[rom; rhac seemed ro miss rhe pornr of
it. lnstead, I said, "Thank you."

"Thank you, for cooking. [r was won-
derful," she said. i thoughr of rhe insranr
potatoes and wondered if rhis was why
she was called crazy: she wasn't afraid to
be gratefui, even now.

"You're welcome," i  said,  smi l ing,
and walked back to rhe krrchen to
nlaec rhc eoo in mrr heo I  norr ]d <r i l l

'55 ."

ieeI  the hardness inside me fai l ing
away. I  needed ro give, she needed to
givc-everwone ncedod tn oir ;a I  n, . i

evervone needed to let  everyone else
give.  I  took rhe egg home and pur i r  in
my garden, . ,vhere i t  couid be said ro
have fed a rose.

I  DON'T N,t lND thar Marge is sr i l l  out
there in rhe dinino rn- - - ,  _-- . . . .o ._om, two years

later. Some of the voiunteers think she
should have moved on in Li [e,  found a
situation, but they know less about her
than I  do.  I  don'r  know her l i fe, . ;ust  as I

My stone was the
heavy weight of
how I thought

things should be,
not nearly as heavy
as the way things

actltally are.

don't know what her stone is, or horv
shes going to ro11 i t  back one da,v. She
didn't  know mine; she just gave, with-
out being asked, without knowrng what

wnr'  ld come She orve in rhc nrrrecr

possibie way. This.  I  saw. was how I
needed to give back to her and the oth-
ers rn lhe room.

t have real potaloes these days and a
larger budget, along wrrh more responsi-
bility: 1 chair Monday Night Hospitality
now. and we feed I00 people. t left chat
l i rsr  agenr and ]asr [a i l  pubi ished rhe
preriouslv rejected novel. ln how Marge
showed me that I can't give whtle want-
ing grat i tude, I  a iso saw that I  can' t
wr i te expect ing ceruain publ icar ion.  or
work ln any way expecting jusr reward.
My stone rvas the hear,7 weight o[ how
I rhorroht rhinos chnrr ld he .^r .or t l , ,

as heary as the way things actually are.
Especral ly for Marge, and everyone l ike

her. Which, in some i ights, on an Easrer
fvInndav I  rememher in narr ierr lqr  i<

l ike me, and you.

Alexander Chee is the author of the not,eL
Edinbursh (Welcome RaLn,2a0l)  and a-- ." ' -  ' -_-__
frequent contnbutor to Hope.

Follovrring the Trail cantinuedt'rompage 13

work anl'rnore. You have to work to fix
the whole instead."

And in Nlarblehead ar ieasr, rhat airi-
tude appears ro be contagious. "We
heoan e< i r r<r nen-]o ral l . : - - ; -  -  

l i , ; - -
J UJL PcuPrc Lar^rrrB r t r  d l lv  r r rB

room," says Ehr l ich,  who counrs her
collaborators among her closest friends.
"Perhaps even more important than
clear victories l ike Wenham Lake, is
that Healthlink changes public aware-
ness. People who never cared before are
now thinki.ng about rhe environment."

, . ' . : -  ! r " . .  -  
'| , Ifealthl'ink '"' ' -' ' '

*Sewai lSL , , , . , '  ' , -  .

, 'l' : Nlarblehead. lvgi'01L$95,'|.,,-;,,'.,.,i,
/UI :OJY-dOJO .

Heat rhl-ink@mediaone-ne L

Weniram Lake Walershedlssociation
PO. Box 172

Beveriy, NL{0f915
w.,vw.wlwa.org

Lori Ehrlich
78I-639-0299

lale@mediaone.net

TA

I  Assemble a core group o[ f ive ro ren
oeonie ahle ro commit  t ime andr ' - r ' '

enersrr Time commirmencs coulci- - ' - 'dJ '

""-_.  F,^* ^--  r^ F^. , . .  r -^, ,_.  -rar15L rrvrrr  vrrc LU LUI L)/  I IUUt) a

week, but everyone should ioliow
thrnrr  oh on nrnmi<e<
'___ -  -b '_

I Try to pull in a diverse group of
people: dif iereni ages. differenr
backgrounds and skills.

I Choose accessible places to meet.
I Keep the core people well-informed

e-d rr--r^- . loro

I Cultivate your grassroots. Try as a
group to make 100 phone cails a
week. Send out e-mails.

I  Make sure everyone speaks at each
meeri.ng. Fol iow each persons Lead
in terms of whar she or he wants to
contribute.

I Be inclusive. Make it clear everyone
can come to every meetrng.

I Be persislent. Keep teiLing people
the issues again and again. Keep
sending your information to news-

Papers.

I Raise each issue to a global level.
Prorect ing a s ingie cove becomes' ' - ' - - '_- 'o - ' " 'o ' -  . - '

nroreer jnq fhe ncean. Sarr ino an

acre of trees becomes prolect ing the

forests.
I  I f  you wanI to sustain the group.

choose an issue thar doesn't end
wr.th a specific vwn. Don't fi.ghr a

singie power plant; fight the princi-
nle nf  nnl i r r t inn

I Use the power of other groups.
Connecr wrth rhem io get in[orma-
tron and increase your network.

I Ask for heip. A lot of people don't
know they have something ro offer
, ' -  t i i  rhe.r ' -o 

"<Lor l

I Take time to have fun with the
ornrrn Calchrcre l i le beCaUSe thaf 'S

whar you're fightrng for. . l,

AudreJ Schulman is the author of the
novels The Cage Swimming withJonah,
and A House Named Brazii.
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Visionar ies:  People and Ideas
to Change Your Li fe
By Jay Walljasper, Jon Spayde and the Ediiors

of Utne Reader

l,1eet more rhan 60 fuscinafing peopte

whose ideas and wisdom wi[ [  change our

wortd in the 21st Century. Featuring BiL[

lvloyers, Alice Waters, Thich Nhat Hahn,

Starhawk, Bobby McFerrin, Noam Chomsky'

and many others-brought to you in a

way only Utne Reader can.

Salons: The Joy of  Conversat ion
8y Jon Spayde, Jaida n'ha Sandra and the

Editors of Utne Reader

Based on Utne Reader 's exper ience in

launching more than 500 salons nahon-

wide, this book offers everythjng You

need to know to star l  your own-

incLuding tips on fostering book groups

and stimulating ontine djscussjons. This

substantiaLLy revised editjon ieatures

ptentifuL new materiat.
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A reason to ce[ebrote

Spring Equinox

The vernaL equinox, when dayl ight is
evenly balanced with darkness for the
first t jme since Septembel has always
been marked as a l ime of rebirth.
And i t  is wideLy cetebrated with eggs.
(Eostre, a Germanic goddess of spring
and new Life who tent her name to the
Chrjst ian hoLiday of rebirth, was hon-

ored by the eating of eggs-sometimes
orought by a rabbit,  according co one
legend.) An obvious symbol of spring

and fert i l i ty, eggs can stand upright
(at Least in theory) on the date of the
equinox, a practice that promised good

Luck in ancient China. in ancient Perst 'a,
Greece, and Rome, and present-day

Iran, red eggs are given out to
ceLebrate the arnvaI of spring, accord-
ing to urban shaman Donna Henes'
newsLefter Always in Season.

To celchreia " irher eauinox or Easter
this year, you might cook up some
natural dyes to color eggs. Wheel of the
/eor (Llewetlyn, 1992) suggests boit ing

an onion skin for an orange coLor, half

a teaspoon of turmeric in a srnal l
amount l later for yetlow, beetjuice and
vinegar for pink, and vrnegar and the
oucer Leaves of a red cabbage (teft  out

overnight) for robin's-egg btue.
--Jay Walljasper

The Best Alternat ive Ideas

Call 1-800'880-UTNE or visi t  www.utne.com/aBooks.tmpl

or send this coupon to UTNE READER B00KS
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